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A Blood Stained Book.

M. Diraison, a lieutenant in the
French navy, who wrote a book en-
titled “Les Maritimes,” for which he
was cashiered, is being kept busy
fighting duels with people referred
to in it. He fought his fourth duel
recently with a son of the Russian
consul at Toulon, M. Diraison was
wounded slightly in the arm. As
soon as he shall have recovered he
will begin a fresh series of duels
with naval oflicers. So far he has
been wounded twice and has wound-
ed two adversaries,
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the story of his adventures
is one of the most powerful
in modern fiction,
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lowa, was cured of a stomach trouble

THE CITIZEN.

Henry L. Shlttuck’ of Shellsburg, | and as 1 thought of all the long yeary

of walting and of vain hoping, I found
my throat dry and sore, and the words
would not come, But her quick seuse
needed no words, and she came to my

with which he had been afflicted for
years, by four boxes of Chamberlain’s
Stomach and Liver Tablets. He had help.

previously tried many other remedies | “You will ind Jack at the stable,”
and a nnmber of physicians without | she sald, smiling. “He ought to have

lie ) T o been here”

reliel. For sale by 8. E. Wewcm, Ju‘l The stable! Why had I not thought
|of that before? Thankfully now my
— | words came:

“Yes, certainly, I'tl fiud him, Mrs.
| Graeme, | suppose he's as much of a
| senpegrace as ever” And off 1 went
{to look up Graeme's young brother,
| who had given every promise in the
| old days of developing into as stirring
| raseal as one coud desire, but who,

It was one of those perfect after
noons that so often come in the early
Canndian summer before nature grows
wenry with the heat. The white gravel
rond was trimmed on elther side with
turf of living green, close cropped by
the sheep that wandered in locks along
ity whole length, Beyond the pictur
esue suake fences stretehed the fields
of springing graln, of varying shades of
green, with here and there a dark
brown patch, marking a turnip field or
sumimer fallow, and far back were the
woods of maple and beech and elm,
with here and there the tufted top of a
mighty pine, the lonely representative
of o vanished race, standing clear
above the humbler trees

As we drove through the big swamp,

where the yawning, bhaunted gully
plunges down to Its gloomy depths,
Groeme reminded me of that night

when our horse saw something in thet
same gully and refused to go past, and
1 felt again, though It was broad day
Heght, something of the grewsonmencss
that shivered down my back as | saw
in the moonlight the gleam of a while
thing not far through the pine trunks
As we camwe pesrer howe the houses
became familiar. Every house had its
tale. We iad eaten or slept in most
of them; wo had sampled apples and
and plums from thelr or
chards, openly ns guests or secretly as
marnuders, under cover of night—the
more delightful way, 1 fear. Ah, hap
py days, with
and fleeting remorses, bow bravely we

cherries

these lnnocent

them., and how yearningly we look
baick at them now!
dipping into the treetops of the distant
woods behind as we came to the top
of the last Lill that overlooked the val
ley In which lay the village of River
dale, - Wooded hills stood about It on
three sides, and where the hills faded
out there lay the milipond sleeping and
smiling In the sun. Through the vil
lnge ran the white road, up past the
old frame church and on to the white
manse hiding among the trees.  That
was Graeme's homwe and mine, too, for
I had never known another worthy of
the nawe. We held up our team to
look down over the valley, with its
rampart of wooded hills, its shining
pond and its nestling village. The
beauty, the peace, the warm, loving
homeliness of the scene, came about
our hearts; but, being men, we could
find no words

“Let's go!” eried Graeme, and down
the hill we tore and rocked and sway-
ed, to the asmagement of the steady
tenm, whose education from the earll
est years had lmpressed upon thelr
minds the criminality of attempting to
do anything but walk carefully down a
hill, at least for two-thirds of the way
Through the village, in a cloud of dust,
we swept, cateiing a glimpse of a well
known face here and there and finging
a salutation as we passed, leaving the
owner of the face rooted to his place In
astonishment at the sight of Graeme
whirling on in his old time, well known
reckless manner. Only old Dune Me
lLeod was equal to the moment, for as
Graeme called out, “Hello, Dunc!” the
old man lifted up his hands and called
back in an awed volce:

“Bless my soul! Is it yourself

“Stands his whisky well, poor old
chap!” was Graeme's comment,

A8 we neared the church he pulled
up his team, and we went quletly past
the sleepers there, then again on the
full run down the gentle slope, over
the little brook and up to the gate. He
had hardly got his team pulled up be-
fore, tlinging me the lines, he was out
over the wheel, for coming down the
walk, with ber hands lifted high, was
a dainty little lady, with the face of
an angel. In a moment Graeme had
her in his arms, 1 heard the faint cry,
“My boy, my boy!" and got down on
the other side to attend to my off
horse, surprised te find my hands trem-
bling and my eyes full of tears. Back
upon the steps stood an old gentleman,
with white hair and flowing beard,
handsome, straight and  stately,
Gracme's father, walting his turn,

“Welcome home, my lad!" was his
greeting as he kissed his son, and the
tremor of his volee and the sight of the

| two men Kissing each other, llke wom-

en, sent me again to my horses’ heads.

“There's Connor, mother!" shouted
out Graeme, and the dalnty little lady
In her black silk and white lace, came
out to me quickly, with outstretched
hands,

“You, too, are welcome home,"” she
sald and kissed me,

1 stood with my hat off, saying some-
thing about being glad to come, but
wishing that 1 could get away before
I should make quite a fool of myself,
for as I looked down upon that beauti-
ful face, pale, except for a faint flush
upon each faded cheek, and read the
story of pain endured and conquered,

!

as | found out later, had not lived
these years In his mother's home for
nothing.

“Oh, Jack's a good boy!” she an-

(ewered, smiling again, as she turned

toward the other two, now walting for

| ber upon the walk

'lu-r eyes rested a great peace,

The week that followed was a happy
one for us all, but for the mother it
was full to the brim with jJoy. Her
sweet face wus full of content, and in
Our

[days were spent driving about among

the hills or strolling through the ma-
ple woods or down into the tamarack
swamp, where the piteher plants and
the swamp llles and the marigoid
waved above the deep moss. In the
evenings we sat under the trees on the
lawn till the stars came out and the
night dews drove us in. Like two lov-
ers, Graeme and his mother would

| wander off together, leaving Jack and

| under heaven

crimes |

The sun was just |

me to each other. Jack was reading
for divinity and was really a fine, man-
ly fellow, with all his brother's turn
for Rughy, and 1 took to him amazing-
Iy, but after the day was over we
would gather about the supper table,
and the talk would be of all things
art, football, theology.
I'he mother would lead In all. How
quick she wax, how bright her fancy,
how subtle her intelleet, and through
all a gentle grace, very winning and
bheautiful to see!

Do what | would, Graeme would
talk little of the mountains and his
life there,

“My lion will not roar, Mrs. Graeme,”
I complained. “He simply will not.”

“You should twist his tall” sald
Jack

“That seems to be the difficulty,
Jack,” saild his mother, “to get hold of
his tale.”

“Oh, mother,” groaned Jack, “you
never did such a thing before! How
ould you? 1Is it this baleful western
Influence ¥

“1 shall reform, Jack,” she replied

faced them, and how gayly we lived il'rl“h”'\.

“But, seriously, Graeme,” 1 remon-
strated, “you ought to tell your people
of your life. that free, glorious life in
the mountains.”

“Free! Glorious! To some men per
haps!" sald Graeme and then fell into
sllence

But | saw Graeme a8 a new man the
night he talked theology with his
futher. The old minister was a splen
did Calvinist, of beroic type, and as he
liscoursed of God's soverelgnty and
election his face glowed and his volee
rang out,

Graeme listened Intently, now and
then putting In a question, as one
would a keen knife thrust into a foe,
but the old man knew his ground and
moved easily among his ideas, demol-
Ishing the enemy as he appeared with
jaunty grace. In the full dow of his
trinmphant argument Graeme turned
to him with sudden seriousness.

“Look here, father. 1 was born a
Calvinist, and [ ean’t see how any one
with n level head can hold agyvthing
pise than that the Almighty has some
[dea as to how he wants to run his uni-
verse, and he means to carry out his
idea and Is carrying it out, But what
would you do In a case like this?”

Then he told the story of poor Billy
Breen, his fight and his defeat,

“Would you preach election to that
chap?’

The mother's eyes were shining with
tears,

The old gentleman blew his nose like
a trumpet and then sald gravely:

“No, my boy. You don't feed babes
with meat. But what came to him?”

Then Graeme asked me to finish the
tale. After 1 had finished the story of
Billy's final triumph and of Craig’s
part in It they sat long silent till the
minister, clearing his turoat hard and
blowing his nose more llke a trumpet
than ever, sald, with great emphasis:

“Thank God for such a man in such

[ place! 1 wish there were more of us
[ like him.”

“1 should like to see you out there,
sir,” sald Graeme admiringly. “You'd
get them, but you wouldn't have time
for election.”

“Yes, yes,” said his father warmly;
“I should love to have a chance just
to preach election to those poor lads.
Would I were twenty years younger!"

“It 18 worth a man's life,” said
Graeme earnestly,

His younger brother turned his face
cagerly toward the mother. For an-
swer she slipped her hand into his and
sald softly, while her eyes shone like
stars:

“Some
knows."

But Jack only looked steadily at her,
smiling a little and patting her hand.

“You'd shine there, mother,” said
Graeme, smiling upon bher, “You'd bet-
ter come with me."

She started and sald falotly:

“With you?' It was the first hint he
had given of his purpose. “You are
golng back?”

“What—as a missionary ?” said Jack.

“Not to preach, Jack—I'm not ortho-
dox enough,” looking at his father and
ghaking his head—*“but to build rail-
roads and lend a hand to some peor
chap if 1 can”

“Could you not find work nearer
home, my boy?' asked the father,
“There 18 plenty of both kinds near us
here surely."

day, Jack, perhaps. God
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“Lots of work, but not mine, [ fear,”
answered Graeme, keeping his eyes
away from his mother's face, “A man
must do his ewn work."”

His voice was quiet and resolute,
and, glancing at the beautiful face at
the end of the table, I saw in the pale
lips and yearning eyes that the mother
was offering up her firstborn, that an-
clent sacrifice, But not all the agouy
of sacrifice could wring from her en
treaty or complaint in the hearing of
her sons, That was for other ears and
for the silent hours of the night. And
next morning, when she came down (o0
meet us, her face wag wan and weary,
but it wore the peace of victory and a
glory not of earth. Her greeting waos
full of dignity, sweet and gentle, hut
when she came to Graeme she lingered
over him and Kkissed him twice, and
that was all that any of us ever saw
of that sore fight.

At the end of the week I took leave
of them and last of all of the mother.

She hesitated just a moment, then
suddenly put her hands upon my shoul

| ders and kissed me, saying softly:

| discovered my mother,

| wisdom of

|

r,

“You are his friend. You will some
times come to me?”’

“Gladly, If 1 may.,” 1 hastened to an
swer, for the sweet, brave face was
Wwo much to bear, and till she left us
for that world of which she was a
part I kept my word, to my own great
and lasting good

When Graeme met me in the eity at
the end of the summer, he brought me
ber love and then burst forth:

“Connor, do you know, I have Just
I have never
known her till this summer.”

“More fool you," 1 answered, for of-

ten had I, who Lad never known a
mother, envied bim his.
“Yes; thet is true,” he answered

shortly, “but you cannot see until you
have eyes.”

Before he set out aguin for the west
I gave him a supper, asking the men
who-had beon with us In the old var
sity days. 1 was doubtful as to the
this and was persuaded
only by Graeme's eager assent to my
proposal.

“Certainly; let's have them," he said.
“I shall be awfully glad to see them
Great stuff they were”

“But 1 dou't know, Graeme. You sea
~well, hang it—you know-—-you're dif
ferent, you know."”

He looked st me euriously.

“I hope | can still stand a good sup-
per, and If _the boys can’t stand me
why, 1 «-xm'? help it. I'll do anything
but roar, and don't you begin to work
off your menagerie act. Now, you hear
me!"”

“Well, it is rather hard lines that
when I bave been talking up my lion
for a year cnd then finally secure him
he will not roar.”

“Serves you right,” he replied quite
heartlessly. “But I'll tell you what
I'l do—-I'll feed! Don't you worry,”
he added soothingly. “The supper will
g0.”

And go it did. The supper was of the
best, the wines first class. 1 had asked
Graeme about the wines,

“Do as you like, old man,” was his
answer. “It's your supper. But,” he

| added, “are the men all straight ¥

I ran them over in my mind.

“Yes, | think so.”

“If not, don't you help them down,
and anyway you can't be too carefu’
But don't mind me, 1 am quit of the
whole business from this out.”

So 1 ventured wines, for the
time, as it happened,

We were a quaint combination--old
“Beetles,” whose nickname was pro-
phetic of his future fawe as a bugman,
as the fellows Irreverently said; “Stum-
py" Smith, a demon bowler; “Polly”
Lindsay, slow as ever and as sure as
when he held the bhalfback line with
Graeme and used to make my heart
stand still at his cool deliberation. But
he was never known to fumble or funk,
and somehew he always got us oat safe
enough. Then there were Rattray
“Rat” for short—who, from a swel
had developed into a cynic with a
sneer, awfully clever and a geod
enough fellow at heart; little “Wig"
Martin, the sharpest quarter ever seen,
and Barney Lundy, center serimmage,
whose terrific roar and rush had often
struck terror to the enemy’'s heart an”’
who was Graeme's slave. Such was
the party.

As the swpper went on my fears be-
gan to vanish, for if Graeme did not
roar he did the next best thing—ate anc
talked quite up to his old form. Now
we played our matches over again, bit
terly lamenting the “ifs” that had lost
us the championships and wildly ap-
proving the tackles that had saved and
the runs that had made the varsity
crowd go mad with delight and had
won for us, and as their names came
up in talk we learned how life had
gone with those who had been our
comrades of ten years ago. Some suc-
cess had lifted to high places, some
fallure had left upon the rocks, and a
few lay in their graves.

But as the evening wore on I began
to wish that 1 had left out the wines,
for the men began to drop an oceasion-
al oath, though I had let them know
during the summer that Graeme was
not the man he had been. But Graeme
smoked and talked and heeded not till
Rattray swore by that name most sa-
cred of all ever borne by man. Then
Graeme opened upon him in a cool,
slow way:

“What an awful fool a man Is to
damn things as you do, Rat! Things
are not damned. It is men who are,

last

| and that is too bad to be talked much

about, But when a man flings out of
his foul mouth the name of Jesus
Christ”—here he lowered hLis voice—
“it's a shame; it's more—it's a crime.”

There was dead silence. Then Rat-
tray replied:

“1 suppose you're right enough. It is
bad form. But crime s rather strong.
I think."

“Not If you consider who It is,” said
Graeme, with emphasis.

“Oh, come now!" broke In Beetles.
“Religion 18 all right. It is a good

(uing ana, 1 veneve, a necessary thing
| for the race. But no one takes serious
‘ ly any longer the Christ myth.”

“What about your mother, Beetles?”’
' put in Wig Martin
Beetles consigned him to the pit and
| was silent, for his father was an Epis
1 copal clergyman and his mother a
saintly woman,

“I fooled with that for some time,
Beetles, but it won't do. You can't
build a religion that will take the dey
il out of a man on a myth. That won't
do the trick. 1 don't want to argue
about it, but I am quite convinced the
myth theory Is not reasonable, and, bhe

| sides, it won't work."”

“Will the other work?”
tray, with a sneer,

“Sure,” sald Graeme

“Where?' challenged
haven't seen much of it."

“Yes, you have, Rattray; you know
you have,"” said Wig again,

But Rattray ignored him.

“I'll tell you, boys,” said Graeme.
“I want you to know anyway why I
believe what 1 do.”

Then he told them the story of old
man Nelson, from the old coast days,
before 1 knew him, to the end. He
told the story well. The stern fight
and the victory of the life and the self
gacrifice and the pathos of the death
appenled to these men, who loved fight
and could understand sacrifice,

“That’s why I believe in Jesus Christ,
and that's why | think it n erime to
fling his name about.”

L1 wish to heaven I could say that,”
sald Beetles

“Keep wishing bhard enough, and it
will come to you,” sald Graeme,

“Look here, old chap,” sald Rattray.
“You're quite right about this. I'm
willing to own up. Wig Is correet, 1
know a few at least of that stamp, but
most of those who go in for that sort
of thing are not much account.”

“For ten years, Rattray,” said Graeme
in a dowunright matter of fact wav,
“you and I have tried this sort of
thing,” tapping a bottle, “and we got
out of it all there is to be got, paid
well for it, too, and, faugh, you know
it's not good encugh, and the more you
go in for it the more you curse your-
self. So I have quit this, and I am
going in for the other.”

“What? Going in for preaching?”’

“Not much—rallroading, money in It
—and lending a bhand to fellows on the
rocks.”

“1 say, don't you want a center for-
ward?’ sald big Barney in hLis ceep
volee,

“Every man must play his game in

asked Iat

“I've seen it"
Rattray. “X

nve year league, for all this gtirred in

Craig the hero, and he was ready for
all sorts of herole nonsense, as 1 called
it. We talked of evervthing buat the
one thing, and about that we sald not
a word till, bending low to poke my
fire and to hide my face, 1 plunged

“You will see her, of conrse ¥

He made no pretense of not under
gtanding, but answered

“Of course.”

“T'here’s really no sense in her stay
ing over there,” 1 suggested

“And yet she Is o wise woman,” he
sald, as if earefully considering the

question

“Heaps of landlords never see their
tenants, and they are none the worse

“The landlords?"

“No, the tenants.”

“Probably, haying such landlords.”

“And, as for the old lady,
be some one in the connection to whom
it would be a godsend to eare for her.”

“Now,
“don’t there
is to be sald. Nothing new has come.
Don't turn it all up again.”

there must

Connor,” he said quletly

We have gone over all

[To BE coNTINUED.] !

A YOUNG LADY'S LIFE SAVED

At Panama, Colombia, by Chamberinin's
Colic, Chotera and Dirrahoen Hemedy

Dr. Chas. H. Utter, a prominent
physician, of Panama, Colombia, in a
recent letter states: “Last March |
had as a patient a young lady sixteen
years of age, who had a very bad at-
tack of dysentery. Everything I pre
scribed for her proved ineffectual and
she was growing worse every hour
Her parents were sure she would die
She had that she
could not turn over in bed, What to
do at this eritical moment was a study
for me, but T thought of Chamber
lain’s Colie, Cholera and

become so weak

Diarrhoea
Remedy and as a last resort preserib-
ed it. The
was efleeted,

result
Within eight hours she

most wonderful

was feeling much better iuside of
three days she was upon her feet and
at the end of one week was entirely
well.,”  Forsala by S, E. WerLen, Jr

Necessary Uxpenses for
Twelve Weeks' School,

Fersons who board themselves can spend as

his place, old chap. I'd like to see you | ™"e" or little ax they choose on Hving expenses
tackle it, though, right well,” said [t pays 1o have a little extra mouey for.lect
Graeme o*urm-nll\:' nies, books, and other things, But the noes
Aund so he did in the after years, and | “Xpenses are oniv as follows:
good tackling It was. But that Is an- | To pay the first day:
other story. HOWARD  LADIRS
" HALL HalLl

“But, 1 say, Graeme,” persisted Bee-
tles, “about this business—do you mean
to say you go the whole thing--Jonah,
you know, and the rest of it?”

Graeme hesitated, then said:

“1 haven't much of a creed, Beetles;
| don't really know how much I belleve
But”—by this time he was standing
“1 do know that good is good, and bad
is bad, and good and bad are not tne
same, and 1 know a man’s a fool to fc!-
low the one and a wise man to follow
the other, angd,” lowering his voice, "1
believe God Is at the back of a man
who wants o get done with bad., I' e

that goes with it, and I've done with
"

yore,

“Good man,” said Graeme, striking
hands with bhim.

“Put we down,” said little Wig cheer-
fully.

Then 1 took up the word, for there
rose before me the scene in the lengue
saloon, and | saw the beautiful face
with the deep, shining eyes, and | was
speaking for her again. 1 told them of

Craig and his fight for these wen's
lives. [ told them, too, of how 1 had

been too indolent to begin. “But,” 1
said,“I am going this far from tonight.”
And I swept the bottles into the cham-
pagne tub.

“l1 say,” said Polly Lindsay, coming
up in his old style, slow, but sure, “let's
ull go in, say, for five years."

And so we did.
thing, but every man shook bands with
Graeme.

And as 1 told Craig about this a year
later, when he was on his way back
from his old land trip to join Graeme
in the mountains, he threw up his head
in the old way and said: it was well

made me go over the whole scene, with

all the details put in,

But when 1 told Mrs. Mavor after
two years had gone she only said, “0ld
things are passed away: all things are
become new,” but the light glowed in
her eyes till 1 could not see their color.
But all that, too, is another story.

CHAPTER XV.

COMING TO THEIR OWN,

MAN with a conscience 18 of-
ten provoking, sometimes im-
possible, Persuasion is lost
upon him. He will not get
angry, and he looks at one with such a
faraway expression in his face that in
striving to persuade him one feels
earthly and even fiendish. At least
this was my experience with Craig.
He spent a week with me just before
he sailed for the old land for the pur
pose, as he said, of getting some of the
conl dust and other grime out of him.
He made me angry the last night cf
his stay and all the more that he re-
mained quite sweetly unmoved. It
was a strategic mistake of mine to tell
himm how Nelson came home to us and
how Graeme stood up before the var
sity chaps at my supper and made his

confession r nd confused Rattray's easy
stepping profanity and started his own

tried all that folly,” sweeping his hand |
over the glasses and bottles, “and all |

“I'll go you that far,” roared big Bar- '
ney, following his old captain as of |

We didn't sign any- |

done. It must have been worth see-
ing. Old man Nelson's work is not
done yet. Tell me again.” And he)

Sehoo! (Ineidontal Fee
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Ex- < Hospital Fee - ’
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[senernl Deposit 1 X 100
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A Weak
Stomach

Indigestion is often caused by over
eating. An eminent authority says
the harm done thus exceeds that from
| the excessive use of alcohol. Eat all
| the good food you want but don’tover-
load the stomach. A weak stomach
may refuse to digest what you eat.
Then you need a good digestant like
| Kodol, which digests your food with-
out the stomach’s aid. This rest and
the wholesome tonics Kodol contains
| soon restore health. Dieting unneces-

sary. Kodol quickly relieves the feel-
|ing of fulpess and bloating from

which some people suffer after meals.
| Absolutely cures indigestion.

Kodol Nature’s Tonic.

Prmrod only by E. C. DEWirr & Co.,Chicage.
$l. bottle coutalns i times the buc. slae.

!

EThree Years
'in Richmond,

\
‘ And out of all the sets of teet)
‘ that have been made at my office
‘ if there is one set or any sets that
; show any defects, I will make »
‘ new =et frea. We are making the
‘ best set of teeth in the world for
| $7.50, and if detects show in Gve
years we give you a new sel [ree
; This applies to all the teeth |
\ have mude or am going to make

the best alloy fills in the world
? at 76 cents.

DR. HOBSON, Dentist

Permanently located in the Hobsor
Building—next door to Gov
ernment Building.
Richmond, . Kentucky

Reference, Richmond National Bank.

Special Price to Students.
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